HONGKONG—MACAO
far out of their reach—they seemed to have a range of
at least seven miles. We could hear the great slam of
the explosion, then the express-train scream of the shell
right over our heads, then the dull crash of the burst,
and a black, escaped genie of smoke would tower, for a
moment, above the roofs of Han Chwang, or the open
countryside beyond. Whenever this happened the soldier
grinned at us delightedly.
Presently the firing slackened and stopped. From the
north came the drone of approaching planes. The Japanese
were out looking for the Chinese guns. They circled the
sky several times, passing quite low above us. Whenever
they came over, the soldier signalled to us to lie down. It
was an unpleasant feeling lying there exposed in the
naked field: one couldn't help remembering the many
anecdotes of aviators' caprice—how a pilot will take a
sudden dislike to some solitary figure moving beneath
him, and waste round after round of ammunition until he
has annihilated it, like an irritating fly. Auden seized the
opportunity of catching the two of us unawares with his
camera. cYou looked wonderful', he told me, 'with your
great nose cleaving the summer air.'
In Li Kwo Yi we found Chiang and the coolies waiting.
The village authorities gave us lunch on a lavish scale—
twenty-seven boiled eggs were provided for three people.
Just as we had finished eating the bombardment recom-
menced; its concussions shook the window frames. The
prospect of another visit from the Japanese planes speeded
up the rickshaw-boys considerably; they pulled us to the
top of the pass in record time. They were pleased to have
got out of the danger zone, but also, it seemed, proud to
have been in it. All the way down to Liu Chuan they
chattered gaily to each other and sang. Through Chiang
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